5 2                                  HISTOE Y OF                         [CHAP. XI

with him, he re-embarked at once from Koseyr, and was soon
at Djiddah.

Once there, he began to think how he should show his face
at Derey'eeyah after such an exit, and with such an answer:
there was enough in it to forfeit not one but a hundred heads.
However, a true Arab is seldom long at a loss for expedients.
He sold his horses, the intended peace-offering, at a good price,
and with their money bought a dozen Nubian slaves, whom he
dressed in the handsomest style possible, and then took them
with him on the road to the interior, giving out everywhere on
his way that they were a present sent from Ibraheem Basha to
the Sultan of Nejed, and a token of alliance and friendship, nay
even of fear.

In this guise he arrived at Derey'eeyah, and entered the city
in the afternoon, just at the moment when the Mu'eddin's
voice was summoning the inhabitants to the prayers of ?As.r.
Accompanied by his gorgeously dressed blacks he made straight
for the great mosque, then crowded with worshippers ; 'Abd-
Allah was in the first rank, and prayers were about to begin.
As the envoy entered the place, all eyes were directed towards
him and his dusky band, while the wish proved father to the
thought, and all, 'Abd-Allah included, drew mentally the very
identical conclusion intended by the cunning Dromio. " La
Ilah ilia Allah ! God is with the Muslims, God alone is great,
praise be to God," ran in one deep murmur like the sea through
that vast assembly. 'Abd-Allah, though himself more elate of
heart than any at the anticipated good tidings, imposed silence
with a gesture, and prayers were said. No sooner were they
ended than the monarch called on his envoy to relate before the
gathered multitude the progress and issue of his mission.

A courteous reception made him by the Egyptian potentate,
the alarm of Ibraheem Basha on learning the warlike vigour of
Nejed, his glad acceptance of the offered presents, their requital
by the gift of the slaves now present, with protestations of
friendship, alliance, arid what not, formed the enormous but
seasonable lie now passed off by the wary messenger on king and
people. " Now let us see the infidel's letter," said 'Abd-Allah,
when the ear-pleasing narrative had ended amid the " Allaho
Akbar's" of the townsmen. But the messenger answered that